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mountains. They said they could not come to the church in town because they had no suitable clothes. My sister told this at supper one night, and I said to Father: * If you will get us the cloth, Bertha and I will make them suits of clothes." I remember now the twinkle in his eye when he said, "All right, I'll get it tomorrow." The work over those suits equalled, I am sure, at least three and a half times the labours of Hercules. Even that, though, was excelled by the courage of Jim and Bill Jones who wore them, and marched bravely up the church aisle to the font where my father and sister met them and stood as their sponsors in baptism. Afterwards, when my sister asked one of them, in Sunday School class, who were his sponsors in baptism, he said he did not know. When she said, "Oh yes you do. Who stood for you when you were baptized?" he replied: "I remember now; it was John the Baptist."
Having already described my Grandmother Boiling, I must try to picture the contrast between her and my mother's mother, Grandmother Logwood, who was very tall and erect. She told us that when a little girl she was never allowed to sit touching the back of her chair; it was considered as inelegant to do so as for a lady to show her ankle. In consequence of this early training she sat as straight as an arrow and carried herself with the dignity of a queen. She had very dark hair and fine brown eyes.
Her room was always a haven, and before her big wood fire she would sing old songs to us in the evenings. I remember one called "Lord Ullin's Daughter", where die hapless daughter had eloped with her lover in a boat which was swamped in angry waters. When her father discovered her plight he ran to die shore only to see the tiny craft storm-tossed beyond reach. To this day I remember the thrill I always received at the verses:
"... One lovely hand she stretch* d for aid, And one was round her lover.